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fearful situation; for the King, genial as he could
be, was known to lose interest easily and to drum
with irritable fingers upon the arm of his chair or
upon the dinner-table. What a gulf there was
between amusing the King and boring him! and,
for a woman, all depended upon which side of the
gulf she occupied. Life and death were in it. Now
perhaps many a woman present to-night thought
she could have swept a curtsey as luxuriant as
Lady Roehampton's; but what woman would have
backed herself to sustain that initial gesture with
equal ease and success? No wonder they looked
with envy and commented with satire. Lady Roe-
hampton, conscious of their glances, could afford
to relish their satire.

The Italian Ambassador and Marchesa Potini,
coming within range of the royal eye, must be
greeted by his Majesty; nothing less than an im-
pulsive step forward and an outstretched hand
would meet the demands of civility towards the
Italian Excellencies. Lady Roehampton, discreetly
withdrawing, was perhaps slightly relieved by this
intervention. Etiquette forbade that she should
retire altogether, but she could remain, so to speak,
in abeyance, whispering to young Ambermere,
until diplomatic civilities should be over and she
should be in request again or receive her dis-
missal. But Marchesa Potini showed no disposition
to relinquish the King; a handsome, commanding
Roman, her hair brushed upwards in eighteenth-
century fashion to display her ears, which were
remarkable for their smallness and exquisite